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Square 
Dances 



Anyone Can 
■ Dance 
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Samba 
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Why put off learning to Dance— 
NOW Here's a much EASIER WAY 
than YOU ever SAW! 
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No longer do YOU have to sit and watch while others 
enjoy dancing . . . NOW you can join the fun! Think of 
the great pleasure You'll get. SURPRISE and AMAZE 
your friends when they see you do the latest dance steps 
with ease. Learn from simple lessons by Betty Lee, one 
of America's foremost dance authorities. 

LEARN THE FOX TROT, COUNTRY DANCES, 
KHUMBA, SAMBA. CALL SQUARE OANCESI 
16 COMPLETE DANCE COURSES— each worth as 
much as you pay for the entire book. Join thousands 
who have learned to dance with the help of this- 
amazing book. Written in simple language full of 
easy-to-follow illustrations — You Learn to 
Dance in the Privacy of Your Own Home. 
LEARN TO DANCE IN S DAYS OR 
PAY NOTHING . . . Here s a wonder- 
ful offer. Test this exciting book 5 days 
— See how it can help you become a 
smooth dancer and be admired. Ye». 
You Dance in 5 Days or return book 
prompt refund of purchase price. 
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If You Can Do 
This Step — 

You Con Dane* 
In S Days I 



W 



Simple* l 

*S M 

• • 

Here's how this 

•x<iting book 

can help you 

becomo a 

smooth dancer. 

It's full of 

•asy-to-follow 

diagrams and 

instructions. 



ADDRESS. 
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STATE 



LEARN THE FOX TROT, COUNTRY DANCES, 
RHUMBA, SAMBA. CALL SQUARE DANCES! 



'Canada and Foreign \1 25 in advance 



MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 



I PIONEER PUBLICATIONS INC. Dept 645 H 

I7<><) Broadway. New York 1«J. N. Y. 
| Please rush my copy of "Dancing" in plain wrapper. 

I If I am not satisfied. I may return book in 5 days 
for full refund of purchase price. 
Q Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $1.98 plus postage.* 
LJ I enclose SI. 98, you pay postage. 

Same guarantee applies.* 
NAME i 
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>ACH MAN'S LIFE IS MEASURED, SO THEY SAY. DEATH KNOWS AT ANT GIVEN MOMENT 
Bk THE HOUftSvANO DAYS, EVEN THE MINUTES, LEFT OF EACH INDIVIDUAL'S LIFE. AND, 

UNFORTUNATELY, THERE'S REALLY NOTHINO MUCH ONE CAN DO ABOUT IT. AS JOHNNY 
NORRIS' GHOST ONCE SAID, CHANGING THE OLO ADAGE OF:*IF THE SHOE FITS PUT IT ON,* TO. 
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YOU LL BE BACK / 
I'VE WAITED THIS LONG, 
I CAN WAIT A FEW MORE 

MINUTES— HOURS / 




THE FUNERAL AT LAST WAS OVER 
THAT RAIN-CHILLED SEPTEMBER 
AFTERNOON. JOHNNY AND BILL 
NORRIS SLOWLY WALKED FROM THE 
CEMETERY. THE OLDER BROTHER, 
JOHNNY, WAS TRYING TO COMFORT 
BILI 



HOP IN , WE'RE 6OIN0 
TO TOWN. IT'S NO 
NIGHT OUT FOR 
A STROLL / 




Bill's spirits 
seemed to 
rise with 
the presence 

OF THE 
BEAUTIFUL 

AND 
MYSTERIOUS 

GIRL... 





DESPITE THE GIRL'S REQUEST, ONCE THEY 
REACHED TOWN, THAT THEY..."JUST DROP HER 
OFF ANYWHERE"... THE BROTHERS INSISTED 
THEY DRIVE HER TO HER HOME... 




RAFTER ABIT THE BROTHERS LEFT THE STRANGE 
UTTLE CURIO SHOP,.. AND WHEN THEY DID, THE 
TWO MINIATURE COFFINS WENT WITH THEM... 



OKAY, AND I STILL WISH YOU D 

SWALLOW YOUR SILLY PRIDE AND 

MOVE IN WITH ME . WHO CARES IF 

I DO MAKE MORE MONEY THAN 






THIS SHOULD PROVE IT 




ONE WAY OR THE 




OTHER / I COULDN'T 




GET THE BLASTED 4 


The next 


THING OFF MY MIND 1 


EVENING. 


ALL DAY/ IT'S JR 


BEFORE 


DRIVING ME MM 


JOHNNY 


CRAZY/ BUT WW 


WENT TO 


NOW, I'LL 


BED, HE 


KNOW IN THE HI 


ONCE 


1 MORNING / AM 


MORE 




EXAMINED 


Lvv 


THE 


Wfr 


COFFIN 
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WHY ARE YOU 
SO COLD? BUT 
YOU'RE SO 
BEAUTIFUL/ 




THAT NI6HT, AFTER JOHNNY had RETIRED, he 
COULDN'T GET THE ODD LITTLE COFFIN -BOX OUT OF 
HIS MIND. HE GOT UP AND EXAMINEO IT BY THE 
LIGHT OF THE DYING FIRE ... 





Johnny, who had gone to bed rather than 
call upon mysterious young ladies, was up 
the next morning long before his alarm 

CLOCK RANG^ ' ^j 



NO/ ITS IMPOSSIBLE/ 
BUT STILL-- I MUST 




NO, I HAVEN'T NOTICED 
COFFIN -BOX ONE WAY OR 
THE OTHER... BUT WHAT 
YOU SAY IS RIDICULOUS 




Johnny took his brother's advice and several weeks 
passed. then, one day, johnny had to 80 down to the 
trunk room. he couldn't get his mind off the coffin- 
box curio that he knew was growing down there in 
the damp darkness 



CAREFUL, JOHN , WHAT YOU HAVE 
HIDDEN MIGHT BEST BE KEPT 
THAT WAY / 



THIS IS A SPOOKY PLACE .MIKE/ 
BUT I MUST LOOK IN THERE^. 
t MUST FIND OUT 





HEY/ WHOA- -SLOW DOWN-- NO, 


Y WE'VE GOT TO 


I HAVEN'T / I PUT IT DOWN IN THE 


[ RUN / SOMETHING 1 


BASEMENT, BUT I'LL TAKE YOUR 


k HORRIBLE IS 


-— WORD FOR IT 1 y 


V. GOING TO gd 




"T4 HAPPEN / A 
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Realizing that his brother must 
be in a state of shock and 
hysteria, bill decided to pretend 
to agree with him 





AS THE MILES SPED BY, 
THE FEAR THAT 
POSSESSED JOHNNY 
SLOWLY INFECTED HB 
YOUNGER BROTHER / 
THEY DROVE ON AND ON, 
HIGHER AND HIGHER 
INTO THE WILD 
MOUNTAINOUS AREA— 





Bill pulled up 
at'the foot of a 
rotting wooden 
staircase that 
led up the 
mountainside to 
the derelict 
house of the 
shining light... 
johnny went to 
the door alone 

— AND SAW 

HELEN / 




Johnny raced back to the' safety Of mi» 

BROTHER AND THE CAR. HE RAN AS ONE IN A 
NIGHTMARE , LIKE A MAN RUNNING KNEE-DEEP 
IN THICK SYRUP. 




Johnny, turning 
the car around 
on the narrow 

ROaD AND DRIV- 
ING LIKE A MAD- 
MAN. STARTED A 
SUICIDAL DASH 
DOWN OUT OF 
THE MOUNTAINS 
AND CRACKED 
UP THE CAR/ 



Though badly injured himself, bill returned to the 
burning wreck only to find his brother dead, 
crushed almost beyond recognition. 



HELP, GOTTA GET 
HELP. THAT 
HOUSE-- llL 60 
BACK TO THE 
HOUSE 




THE NEXT 
TWENTY MIN- 
UTES WERE 
AN ETERNITY 
COMPOSED OF 
WIN AND THE 
SLOW DREAD- 
FUL PROGRESS 
BACK TO THE 
HOUSE AND 
IT'S LONE 
LIGHT THAT 
BECKONED 
BILL ON. 



GASP--DON'T KNOW IF I--6AS?-- 
CAN MAKE IT OR NOT- -GASP- 
ER/ HELP/ 





And then out of the darkness like a guiding | 
spirtt of hope_| we ^j, a da te, dear . c0m e, 




THE COFFWS/ 80 THAT'S 
WHAT SCARED POOR JOHNNY 
SO— SAY, WHATfe SOINO ON 
AROUND HERE 7 



As THOUGH HER WORDS WERE A COMMAND HE 
MUST OBEY, BILL LOOKED AND THE SIGHT HE SAW 
STARTLED HIM WITH DEEPEST TERROR, FOR JOHN- 
NY, THE BROTHER HE'D LEFT SMASHED AND BURN- 
ING IN A WRECK UPON A CLIFF-SIDE, NOW LAY 
SMILING IN DEATH UP AT HIM. 



Before she could answer, such was the 
growing fear within bill, that he turn- 
ed and tried to flee. 



DON'T GO, PLEASE DON'T 
ONCE I TOLD YOU THAT 
SOON WE COULD BE 
TOGETHER-- WELL, 
NOW IS THAT 
TIME-MOW/ 





YES, THAT NIGHT BILL JOINED HIS BROTHER SO, TO- 
NIGHT, SOMEWHERE, A TALL THIN CADAVEROUS MAN AND 
A BEAUTIFUL DARK GIRL ARE AT WORK. THERE C0ME6 , 
A SOUND OF A SAW ON WOOD, THE SCREECH OF AN 
ENGRAVING TOOL ON METAL. THESE TWO ARE CAREFUL 
CRAFTSMEN--FOR ALWAYS. ALWAYS THEIR COFFINS WILL FIT/ 
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^J///// IS THAT BED GOING TO 
FEEL GOOD.' I HAVEN'T BEEN ABLE 
TO GET A DECENT NIGHT'S REST IN 
MONTHS WITH THOSE FRIENDS 
OF MINE BARGING IN AT ALL 
HOURS WITH THEIR WILD 
PARTIES AND TRICKS... OH, 
OH... WHATS THAT* 



DON'T TELL 
ME YOU'RE GOIN* 
TO BED SO EARLY? 
REALLY NOW, JOHN.' 
AREN'T YOU AFRAID 
OF GHOSTS WHEN 
YOU'RE ALONE AT 
NIGHT.- HA, HA... 




HAVE A DRINK, OLD N WHAT'S TO EAT, 

BOY? IT'S A ZOMBIE //BESIDES OLD WITCHES' 
HA, HA.' ( HA.' HA/ HA.' 




WELL, TONIGHT WAS 
THE LAST STRAW? 
I'M GOING TO PROVE 
TO MYSELF AND TO 
THE WORLD THAT 
THERE ARE SUCH 
THINGS AS GHOSTS/ 
I'M GOIN6 TO RENT 
THAT OLD HOUSE 
THAT REAL ESTATE 
AGENT IN HAVER- 
SHAM TOLD SUCH 
WEIRD TALES 



SO THIS IS HAVERSHAM? 
A REAL SETTING FOR 
A WITCHES ABODE, 

IF I EVER SAW IT.' 



AND SO IT CAME ABOUT THAT JOHN HARVIN CAME 
TO HAVERSHAM AND.. 





TAKE ME TO THE VAN 
MORr HOUSE.' 




that s WHAT I SAID.. I TH...THE MATTER* 

THE VAN MORT PLACE' I'LL SAY, mister'' . 

I JUST LEASED IT FOR / THAT PLACE YOU JUST 
TWO MONTHS? IS ANY- ] RENTED.. IS 
THING THE MATTER? / HAUNTED' 



*^VT*: 



John scoffed purposely at the cab 
driver's superstitions so as to get the 

,?t.?? y ".:.jn you laugh because you don't 
HAUNTED? knovt THE HISTORY OF OLD 
HA.'HA.' J VAN MORT AND HIS GANE/ 
YES, IF YOU'RE WISE YOU'LL TURN 
AROUND AND NEVER SET 
FOOT IN THE OLD HOUSE 
OF VAN MORT f 



IT ALL STARTED 
WAY BACK IN THE 
DAYS WHEN THIS 
WAS STILL BRIT- 
ISH COLONY 
LAND ..THE RICH- 
EST MAN IN THE 
COLONY WAS OLD 
VAN MORT AND 
ALSO THE 
UGLIEST/ 



y 



w 



AH, MY DEAR HUSBAND? AT LAST YOU 
ARE HAVING YOUR PORTRAIT PAINTED. 
AND WITH THE CANE I GAVE TO YOU. 
ON OUR HONEYMOON?, 



JANE.' 



YOU 
STARTLED ME?. ..YES, 1 



FINALLY AGREED TO HAVE MY 
PORTRAIT DONE. IT TOOK 
TIME TO GET THE COURAGE 
TO HAVE THIS UGLY FACE 
jOFMINE SET DOWN ON 
CANVAS? 



&S 



SOUIRE VAN MORT, YOU MAKE 
A DASHING FIGURE STANDING 
THERE HOLDING YOUR CANE. 
YOU INSPIRE ME TO GREAT 

ENOUGH OF v 

YOUR 
FLATTERY? 
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YOU MUSTN'T SPEAK SO, MY HUSBAND. TO ME YOU 



EXCUSE ME. THE PORTRAIT 
IS QUITE FINISHED. I SHALL 
RETURN TOMORROW FOR A 
FINISHING TOUCH. I AM 
VERY PLEASED? THIS 
IS MY MASTER- 
PIECE? 



ARE NOT UGLY. I 
LOVE YOU. 
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I SHALL SHOW YOU TO THE DOOR, MR. 

THANK YOU, MADAM. "^ 
I MUST DO YOUR 
PORTRAIT SOME- 
DAY, ALSO. 



AH...H...H? I AM INDEED A LUCKY MAN 
ALL MY RICHES WOULD BE WORTH- 
LESS TO ME WITHOUT MY WIFE. 
THE WORLD CALLS ME UGLY. ONLY 
SHE SEES BEAUTY 
*u IN ME. 
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UT A FEW MOMENTS LATER 



BUT WHERE IS SHE NOW? 
DID NOT HEAR THE DOOR 
CLOSE FOR THE YOUNG 
PAINTER TO LEAVE. I. 
WONDER IF SOMETHING 
IS AMISS? 



I'LL GO A.) DARLING? WHEN 
OH? JaRE YOU GOING 

TO RID YOURSELF 
OF THAT UGLr 

MONKEY ? 
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Old van mort soon died of a 
broken heart. his last reouest 
was a strange one. he wished to be buried 
with the cane given to him by his unfaithtul 
wife.. THE WOMAN HE HA TED ? 




NO FAIRY TALE, EITHER, 
MISTER. VAN MORT'S WIFE ANO THE 

PAINTER WERE FOUND DEAD 
SOON AFTER VAN MORT WAS BURIED... 

APPARENTLY BEATEN TO DEATH... 




SO THAT'S 
THE SUPERSTITION 
ABOUT THIS PLACE, 
EH ? 



IT AIN T 



sfiUSi^ 




WHAT A STORY THAT CABBY TOLD? THIS 
IS THE PERFECT PLACE TO PROVE MY 
THEORIES?- EVERYTHING ABOUT THIS 
HOUSE 8IVES ME THE CREEPS... AS IF 
OLD VAN MORT'S GHOST WAS LOOKING 
AT ME NOW? 
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Some days later... 



OLD BOY HASN'T 
HARMED ME YET, 
BUT I'M NOT CALL- 
ING HIM ANY NAMES. 
1 DON'T WANT HIM 
ANGRY WHEN HE 
DOES REAPPEAR? 
■WHAT...7h 
DOOR- 




YOU/ WHAT ARE YOU 
D OtNGHERE?J ^r 

JOHNNY BOY? IT'S ME, 
LOIS... AND BILL AND MYRNA? 

AREN'T YOU GLAD WE CAME? 
WE THOUGHT WE WOULD 

HELP YOU LOOK FOR A 
GHOST... HEH, HEH? 




NO/ I'M TIRED OF YOU, POKING 
FUN AT MY BELIEFS? 00 HOME? 
I'M HERE TO SEE FOR MYSELF 
IF STORIES OF THINGS FROM 
BEYOND THE GRAVE ARE 
TRUE? 




I HAVE AN IDEA. YOU KNOW 


THAT 


LEGEND 


ABOUT A GHOST WITH A CANE WE 


HEARD IN 


TOWN ABOUT 
PLAY A TRICK 
ON JOHN? 


THIS PLACE? 


WELL, LET'S ^/ 


W~ GOOC 

-^^BL k sCARE 


'.... WE'LL ~Y ; 
HIM SILLY?!^ 
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And so, that night, the 

THREE CAME BAC K TO THE 
OLD HOUSE AND...J LgT ' s 



HIDE IN THIS CORNER. 
JOHN WON'T KNOW WHAT'S 
GOING ON? 




THESE RATTLING 
CHAINS AND THUMP- 
ING NOISES WILL 
SET HIM UP. OKAY, 
LOIS, SCREAM AND 
MAKE IT SOUND 

SCARY?/- — '. 
EfEsE/, 






A H - YES, THERE ARE THOSE 
WHO WILL PLAT GHOST AND 
MEDDLE IN THE MATTERS OF 
SP/H/T WORLD.' EVEN AS 
these THREE FOOLS 
J\ POKE FUN AT THE POR- 



TRAIT OF VAN MCRT. 
SAY, I THOUGHT 

I SAW it.TAaAA/ 
I-IT D/D/ IT'S 
COM/NG.' 
/TS TALKING/ 



, TO U... DARE,.. 
LAUGH?... AND &AL/A 
ME UGLY 9 






WHAT ARE YOU/ DON'T TRY TO STOP ME ' 
DOING? / I'M GOING TO BURN THIS 
EVIL PORTRAIT OF VAN 
MORTf 






YES.'BEHINt? THE PICTURE WAS VAN 
MORT'S SKELETON AND A BTOtfEN CANE/ 



John burned 
the skeleton 
and the cane, 
he returneo 
to the city? 

HE STILL 

BEL/EVES IN 

spi/firs. but 

HIS CURIOSITY 
TO SEEK OUT 
GHOSTS IS flONE' 
DO YOU 8LAME 
him ? HMMtiM? 



TERROR OF THE GHOSTLY STALLION 



IT wo* raining the day of the funeral. Amy stood 
at the edge of the grove watching them lower 
Caf in the coffin— her bridegroom of one night. 
Suddenly she uttered a piercing scream, made a 
leap forward and tried to jump into the open grave. 
She struggled with the hands that pulled her bock. 
"Let me go, let me go," she cried. "I don't want to 
live without him. Let me join him." 

Suddenly a low whinnying sound broke through 
the misty air. Amy stopped her struggles. As the 
earth fell upon Cal's coffin, she thought she saw 
through the trees a block horse running away— his 
head with its long flowing mane was turned toward 
her, his brilliant eyes fostened on hers. Her re- 
sistance ebbed and as they led her back toward 
home, she whispered, "Col, please come back." 

The bride of one night was delerious for a week, 
her dreams going back to the horrible events before 
the funeral. The spectre of her tall, gaunt guardian, 
old Ben, was constantly there, threatening her if 
she dared to run away and marry Cal Lessing. The 
wonderful night of her elopement came back to 
her, the brief, tender happiness in the arms of her 
new husband— where she thought she'd be safe 
forever— and nevermore lonely and miserable. Then 
again in her dreams she heard the loud clap of 
thunder, almost bursting within the room, and it all 
came back to her: how she started up from her 
sleep and saw in the jagged lightpninn. o tall, 
gaunt figure. 

Still dreaming of her one night, she recalled how 
she screamed and turned to clutch Cal; how, 
groping in the semi-dark, her fingers reached to- 
ward his face and touched something sticky on his 
temple. But Col lay strangely still. Then everything 
had gone block and she hod fallen into uncon- 
sciousness. 

Now, weak and won, but able to come down- 
stairs, she found Old Ben waiting for her. He. stood 
over her as she sat in the deep chair. "It war Fate," 
he said grimly. "You defied your own Guardian— 
who bro't you up from a wee one. You knew I war 
agin that thar Cal— or any of the Lessing kin. It war 
God's hand that struck him down." And he strode 
from the room. 

That night, after dinner. Amy sat on the back 
porch, rocking, rocking. What was that sound? She 



creaked to a stop, listening. It was like a whinnyl 
As her eyes stared into the night trying to pene- 
trate the darkness, her fingers gripping tightly the 
arms of the rocker, she made out in the dim moon- 
light the huge outlines of a horse. Again the 
whinnying sound— soft, inviting! 

As though drawn by some magnetic pull. Amy 
slowly advanced down the path toward the strange 
horse, standing like a caller at her gate. No, it 
couldn't be— but— yes— she recognized the horse she 
hod seen near Cal's grove. Just os she reached hit 
side she heard Old Ben's voice from the porch 
calling— "Amy, what ore you doing there? Who is 
that with you?" And the some moment this hand- 
some stallion bent his forelegs, tossed his mane and 
pulled gently with his teeth on Amy's dress. She 
understood and leaped to his back. Away he ran 
into the night, as Amy heard her guardian's clump- 
ing footsteps hurrying down the path. 
• 

It was late when Amy came back through her 
gote. There on the porch, asleep in the roaker, was- 
Old Ben. She moved softly past him and went to 
her room, undressed and got into bed. The moon 
shone through the window and she left the blind 
raised. A smile wos on her lips and her eyes were 
bright. The door opened and Old Ben came in. 
"Amy!" he called. "Yes, Uncle Ben," she answered. 
"When did you come in? Where hove you been?" 
his voice was angrv. 

Amy woited a while before answering. Then, 
"I wonted to get out for n while? What do vou 
wont?" 

i 

"Why should you wont to go out at night— 
alone? You're to stay ot home, d'y' hear?" Amy 
could tell that her guardian was blustering as 
though he suddenly realized he couldn't cope with 
her any longer. 

The next two nights it rained, but the third nighj, 
Amy again heard that strange, soft whinny at the 
gate. In the bright moonlight the black stallion was 
clearly visible. Her heart leaping, Amy quickly 
brushed her golden hoir and flew down the path. 
'She turned to look back and sow her guardian's 
face at the window. Old Ben could see her throw her 
arms about the horse's neck, as though he were 
her lover and jump on his bock as he knelt to assist 



THE SHOW'S ON, 



I 



LIGHTS UP! 

LIKE BIGGEST, COSTLIEST 

TELEVISION SETSI 



SHOWS UILLIANT PICTUMS 
IN Wll COIOII 

HITS IVIKY TUIVISION 
MOM . . . F10HT5 AND Ml 

THRILLS YOU AND rout 
miNDS »OI>.fYfDI 

AND . . . M*KES YOUI 
IAVINOS MOUNT UP fASTI 



Nobody aver before let their excited 
net on snrthiag to terrific u this 
•roiling new Television Bank I Your 
wfcol. gang will be begging yoo (or a 
look ar this new midget wonder! 

IIOHTJ Uf TML MINUTI YOV ftp* 
CfMWi * aw dia i penny, nickel, dime 
'•' quitter into top ilot. Instantly your 
grand new Television Bank lights up 
— in a big. BIG way ! In a split second, 
rhe screen leaps into daxxjing life! 



AJiP ,WOWI WHAT, 
whether yon go for 



„A r.lCTUill 
zowie innwi 

(fight* and such) or want a dream 

dmce-team or peppy cartoon, you've 

got th em and MORE — right on this 

•nlncle Television Bank! Whit's 

«Bbt», shining coot** lens over screen 




gives you the brightest, dearest, pir- 
rure* yet! 

TU«N O* KMOA Uipwi lir^T W'-JT., 

ING PICTUMI 7z hro J™" 1 ." ,ooked 
your idminng nil it one picture, just 

turn center knob for neat thrill-packed 

"show." Light goes out automitically 

as new picture appears! To light new 

picture, bink another coin. No less 

than SIX exciting pictures in all — 

a fight, drimatic dince team, tense 

rodeo scene, hilarious cartoon, swell 

figure skater and circus clown with 

his trick dog! 
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FA5t — and wicb thu marvelous new 
Television ..Bank ! None of your 
friendi. relative* o>r chance visieora 
can refiif dcpnsrtin^ enough »o «* »he 



ALl-STIEl CONSTRUCTION 



ONLY 
$198 



I 



COMPLETE WITH 
BATTERY AND BULB! 



complete ibow! And with SIX won- 
derful pictures to see — you bank 
REAL MONEY ju.it for letting them 
look! 

•C* A. K°1. IT - IR.IYW? nriAiy 

You II be the envy of all your fnendt 
with grand new Television Batik I A 
console model, it's an exact miniature 
of the most expensive sets. Complete 
even to the handsomely painted-on 
speaker grille and dials. All metal 
ruggedly built bank, V/t" x 4", his 
smsrt mahogany finish. Automatic 
screen light powered by efficient. 
replaceable battery. GUARANTEED 
TO DELIGHT YOU, bank comes 
complete wich bulb, battery and strong 
key for opening and emptying nu: 
your wealth of saving- 






. . . 8£ THE FIRST IN YOUR CROWD TO HAVE THIS WONDERFUL 
NEW TELEVISION BANK' send no money! order yours today.' 



NEWEST DECORATOR'S NOTE 
TO All DOLl HOUSE OWNERS! 

Nothing is id Iruly luxurious for the modern doll 
houtal This beoutiful new Television Bonlr n iha 
lost wotk In elegance — molches oil ilylei of fur- 
niiu»»— mokes o ati/nnlng addition i« you' dolls' 
living r.oml You'll lev* X and ■• will all youe 
frlendsl 

iSEACEC CO.. 1 Allen >t.Ptpt.438HN*a Tits 7.R.T (_ 



SIAOEE CO., Dw*>i.4S'BH 

riease roijme my TELE VISION "BANK I igree to pay 

postman SI .9* plu» few cent* postage with undenruodint 
thit If I am not delighted I msy return bank in » dsvs for 
full refund of purchase pricv. 
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fter. With o ringing lough she waved to him and 
off the two of them went. 

Old Ben suddenly shivered. A though! hod struck 
him which mode his blood run cold: Amy was act- 
ing as though she were going to a tryst and that 
horse — acted sort of human! The way he bent down 
to let her jump on his bock more easily— and his 
coming to the gate ^or herl And the way Amy 
flushed and grew excited! It was queer, queerl Just 
os he had taken care of Col and disposed of him 
so cleverly, so he'd find a way to put an end to 
whatever was going on. And so soon after she lost 
Cal? Well, just like a woman! But he'd find who 
this new fella was— he'd track 'em down. 

Repeatedly, the some thing happened. Several 
times Old Ben was on their trail only to lose it. 
During the days. Amy never spoke to him. A quiet, 
secret smile on her face taunted him. Once when 
he shouted: "Whose horse is that? What man are 
you meeting now— An' your husband not yet cold 
in his grove? Yur a shameless hussy and I should 
throw you out'r this house!"— Amy only looked at 
him and smiled, strangely. It frightened him. She 
acted so queer. Yet she did, her work-just the same 
as ever. He'd be lost without her. "If she warn't so 
purty maybe she could've stayed content in his 
house, stead of gallivantin' off first with Cal and 
now with some new 'un— whoever he could be. 
Yeah— some boy alius turnin' her head." These 
thoughts kept running through Old Ben's mind. 

The next moonlight night. Old Ben saw the beau- 
tiful horse aagin. He stealthily locked Amy in her 
room as she was hurrying to dress. As he started 
down the path he could hear her banging on the 
door. There was the horse. His plan was to mount 
it in Amy's stead and see where the beast took her. 
He touched the dagger in his belt; he was ready, for 
the feller that was meetin' his Amy these nights. 
When he reached the stallion, the animal reared up 
to his full height and bared his huge white teeth- 
but Old Ben hod handled horses oil his life ond 
thought he had managed to quiet him. In fact, the 
horse suddenly became gentle ond let Old Ben 
mount him. As he did so, clinging to the thick mane 



(for the animal had no saddle), the horse's head 
was turned full around on his long neck and Old 
Ben found him looking straight into his eyes. Aj once 
before, he shivered. Those eyes! They were like- 
like— CoTs! Then the horse ran. Ben yelled. He tried 
to get the horse to stop, but it was galloping at a 
terrific speed weaving daringly through the trees. 
Old Ben's eyes were wide with fright os they ap- 
proached the cliff, with its stone-faced drop to the 
rocks below. A* the edge, the horse stopped 
abruptly and bending his long neck, threw the .half- 
paralyzed man to the ground. 

"What-who-are-you?" Old Ben quavered. The 
horse bent his head low ond Ben saw a bullet-hole 
in his brow. "Th— that's where I shot Cal—" Ben sold, 
horrified. 

There was a muffled sound of galloping and with 
relief he sow Amy riding toward them on his mare 
Betsy. Old Ben, lying weakly on the ground called to 
her. But' Amy rushed over to the Stallion ond threw 
her orms about his neck. Amy tried to stop him, 
but the animal kicked ond trampled Ben— crushing 
his skull. 

Hank and Joe Wore_ heard the snorting of an 
angry horse and its trampling hooves. They galr 
loped toward the sounds— ond stood aghast as they 
watched a horse and rider race toward the cliff to 
certain death. It was a rider they knew. They called 
to her, "Amy, come bock. But she paid no heed. 
As they ran to the edge of the cliff and peered far 
below them, they were astounded, unbelieving. The 
horse and its rider hod disappeared. Instead they 
saw Amy and a man who looked like Cal, hand in 
hand, laughingly walk into the waves below until 
they were engulfed by the ocean (hot pounded the 
toll cliff. The two men gasped-then looked at the 
body of Old Ben. It couldn't be, but yes, there were 
the imprints of horses hooves over the entire corpse ' 
. of Old Benl . ' 

The End. 

i 
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What horribly- fanged and soulless beast lives in a coffin with a dead body? 
can that—dread "thing "..roam the earth forever .seeking warm blood 

and vengeance ? 




In a cemetery in Tripoli, as a grave- 
digger TOILS TO UNCOVER THE CORPSE 
OP AN AMERICAN MARINE KILLED IN 1943- - 
TWO U.S. GRAVES COMMISSIONERS STAND BY... 



FCIGHTENED.THE GRAVE-0ISGER TBlES TO FLEE- 




WAIT.'WHY ARE YOU] THE MOSLEM BLOOD- 
AFRAID OF THE VCURSE IS ON ALL AUENS. 
ALWAYS THEY DIE, HERE 
IN TRIPOLI— ALWAYS WITH 
BLOOD DRAINED FROM 
THROAT- 



NAME. -ALLEN? 




MARINES/ CHARGEiTHE^ 
ENEMY IS IN RETREAT 'C? 




He lep a paring eaip into that 
pirate-infested city of 1815 — 
and there, under the veiled 
eyes of a native beauty-. _ 




Lieut, allen waved at the maid, 
--and a rose was his reward— 



SHE'S A FAIRY-TALE^ROUND UP\| 
PRINCESS COME VTHE«E PIRATES, 
TO UIFE.'I MUST ^^ -WEN! 
Ja SEE HER 
jfr TONIGHT.' 




,'AAY FATHER.' NOW WE BOTH 
SHALL DIE! 



So,JAN\ES ALLEN FOUGHT BY DAY--.ANP 
WON THE MAID BY THE LIGHT OF THE MOON. 



)U WHITE CUR! 
THIS NIGHT t TOSS YOUR 
HEART Tp MY DOGS.' 





pNOW 



YOUR HEAP 
LEAVES YOUR NECK./ 




As THE MOSLEM CHIEFTAIN PIEP,HE PIPPEP 
HIS HANP IN HIS PEATH-WOUNP AND SHOUTED 
A MOSLEM CURS6 THAT CHIUUEP HIS PAUGHTER5 
HEART! 



THAT CLOUP OVER US-- If 
WHAT IS IT? -^«r 



IT IS A J- » 

MOSLEM GHOST. 



WE CALL THEM THE LIVINS 

un-peap! MN POOR FATHER f 

.ALLAH HELP HIM.' 




That very night lieut.allen and -she girl were 
wed- -the next pav they sailep back to america 
...never to return to tripoli again— 



YES.'MY GREAT-GRANPFATHER HELPED^] 
BURY THE GREAT MOSLEM CHIEF- 
TAIN'S BOPY IN A STONE COFFIN-- 
EVER SINCE,ALL MV FAMILY ANP 
TRIBE HAVE FEARED THE NAME OF, 
ALLEN. 





THEN IN l05O.~ANOTHEe JAMES 
ALUEN CAMS TO TRlPOU-lT WAS 
MV GRANDFATHER WHO CARRIED 
HIS BAGS PROM THE SHIP— 



ARE VOU THE SON OP A MOSLEM BRIDE/ THIS X 
AND OF LIEUT. ALL£N?THEN BEWARE/gUPEKSTlTIOUS 
OP THIS LANP-PO NOT > 2fcr^=?'PORTCR riANTS 
STA^.t BEG YOU / 




And in i90o,susanna allen came to visiti 
tripoli as part op a world cruise--- 




PORIS, THERE'S SOME FAMILY STORY 
ABOUT A CUR5E H EKE, ROMANTIC, 
ISN'T IT?MV GREAT GRANDPA YOU 
KNOW, CARRIED OPF A MOSLEM — ,> 
6IRL FOR HIS BRIDE— j"". 




And the next morning, pretty 
susanna allen 



SHE FELL FROM HER «L MOREiUKELY 
WINDOW?SLEEP WALKING, J FRIGHTENED.' 
THEY SAY, POOR /5=-y-'0UT SEE THE 
PEAR.' f -~ , */ MARKS ON HER 



THROAT- PIP YOU SAY 
HER NAME WAS ALLEN ? 



L^V 



•* 



TH8N,fN W43,DURlNG WORLD WAR TI, ANOTHER 
PETACTHMBNTOP US. MARINES LANDED ON A BEACH 
NEAR THE SEAPORT OF TRIPOLI. -AND AGAIN A 
UEUT. JAMES J. ALLEN JR. COMMANDED AN 
ASSAULT BARGE — 




SAV JIM.WHAT ABOUT THAT/OH,JUSfX 

BLOOD-CURSE LEGEND rSPOOK 5T0BIK 
VOU WERE TELLING r-^ AND FAMILY 
IV\£? rar ^GOSSIP,! GUESS- 



[MAT NKSHT, STILL UNDER ENEMY FJR£,A 
FELLOW MARINE FIRED HIS RIFLE OVER 
LIEUT. ALLENS HEAD-- 



SIR..I THOUGHT I SAW A HUGE ] FORGET IT, 
•BLACK. BIRD-SHAPE HOVERING J MARINE. 
OVER VOU! I SHOT AT IT—, — -* WE'RE ALL 

TRIGGER- NERVOUS. 
X*M DIGGING IN FOR 
THE NIGHT.' „.. 

2Z2 



5T 



^*c 



m 




In THE MORNING THIS ALLEN'S BODY WAS 
ALSO PALE AND DEAD.' L (and that ^onn^ 
-BUT IF HE BLED TO DEATH^ IN HIS THROAT. 



THEN WHERE'S THE BLOOD? 
THERE JUST ISN'T ANY/ 



SHRAPNEL? XT 
LOOKS MORE J 




A NATIVE BURIAL SQUAD QUICKLY 
INTERRED THE MORTAL REMAINS OF 
LIEUT- JAMES J. ALLEN- -- 



THAT "BLOOD CURSE"jlM TOLD ME ABOUT 
— STRANG£--I'LL REPORT THIS TO HIS 
UNCLE- _ 

DID VOU SEE THE THROAT, 
AHMED? &UT,BE QUIET-THE5E 
FOREIGNERS CARE NOT FOR 

OUR. DEVIL TALES OF THE 
GRAVE 



AND SO THE GRAVE DIGGER ENPEP 
HIS WEIRP STORY---- 



-F 



THAT WAS EIGHT YEARS AGO. r ONCE 
BURIED THIS MAN— THIS ALLEN. MAY 
ALLAH PROTECT HIS PAMILY—AND 
MINE. 

STRANGE TALE. BUT HERE 
COMES MAJOR ALLEN NOW- 
HE PHONED ME TO LOCATE 
THIS ©RAVE IP I COULD. 




FGPCHLVTHE TWO GRAVES COMMISSIONERS 
TELL ALL THEY'VE HEARD TO MAJOR JOHN ' 
JAMES ALLEN, THEIR SUPERIOR OFFICER 
IN GRAVES LOCATION WORK.— 



.-ANP THAT'S THE CURSE STORY, 
5IR-1 DON'T BELIEVE !T, > f=j'SH6eR 

PO YOU? n- . -< NONSENSE, 

OF COURSE -MV NEPHEW 
„Pl£D,A SOLPIERS PEATH. 
SHRAPNEL WOUNP/'THB -f| 
REPORT SAIP IN G+^J 





Late that night, a strangely- shapep 
shadow darkens the wall in major aliens room 



SILENCE,MAN -AND SHOW RESPECT. 
THESE BONES WERE ONCE MY 
NEPHEW'S BODY. 




ANP IN THE MORNING .MAJOR ALLEN'S PEAD pRANTICALLYJHE TWOMEN HUNT OUT TH*- 
BOPY IS COUP AND PALE! HIS TWO FRIENDS NATIVE GRAVE DtGG£R.&RlBED,THE OLD MAN 



FIND THE CORPSE-- - 



POINTED OUT THE ANCIENT GRAVE OP THE 
MOSLEM CHIEF- -. 





Quickly, the men uncover an ancient stone coffin.' 

and when they lift the lid a horrible sight 

chills their blood -' 




r AND HERE'S A U.S. GOLD COIN DATED^I 
1046- AND A NECK.LAC£,AND SOME J 

OLD LACE. --- F* ■ _ <-<. 

THE MINING ENGINEER ' 
ALLEN ?ANP THAT GIRL IN 
WOO... SUSANNA ALLEN? 





THEY DROVE A STAKE THROUGH THE 
MOSLEM CORPJEand filled in the grave. 
WHO WOULD HAVE BELIEVED THEIR 5TORV? 
DO YOU BELIEVE IT? OF COURSE YOU 
DO AND SO NOW THERE ACE AT LEAST 
FOUR IN THE WORLD WHO KNOW IT'S TRUE. 
THE TWO GRAVES COMMISSIONERS, THE 
OLD NATIVE GRAVE DIGGER AND YOU- 
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I Town — Sfal»_ 




The town of 
east sudsbury 
was shocked 
recently when 
its most popular 
doctor was sum- 
moned before 
the state med- 
ical board to 
show good causej 
why his license 
to practise 
should not be 
taken away 

PROM HIM. 

"^7/ 



NO? HOW ABOUT 

THAT ARTICLE 

OF YOURS IN 

THE UNIVERSITY 

MEDICAL 

JOURNAL, 

DR. LUTHER-? 




YOUf A DOCTOR, TO WRITE AS 
TRUTH, GIBBERISH ABOUT A 
DIFFERENT RACE OF DEAD 
BEINGS WHO CONTROLLED THE 
EARTH? BEINGS WHOSE BONES 
ARE BEWITCHED f YOU ARE 
A BLOT ON THE PROFESSION? 





Then, as the room stilled, 
dr. luther unfolded his . 
story-a story nearly un- 
believable were it not 
for his calm sincere man- 
ner--and--his evidence. dr. 
luther started his defense 
with a conversation that 
took place in his home 
some six months past.., 




M* DUTIES THE NEXT DAY SEEMED ENDLESS, BUT AT 
LAST MY OFFICE HOURS WERE OVER AND I HASTENED 
OUT TO THE LOW KNOLL, KNOWN LOCALLY AS OLD 
INDIAN HILL. J r L i _ p. ■ 1 ■■rTTIT 




I SCRAMBLED UP THE CLIFF AND 
INTO THE CAVE, WHERE I IMMEDI- 
ATELY NOTICEO STRANGE SYM- 
BOLS SCRATCHED AGES BEFORE 
UPON THE ROCK WALLS. | J " n '" ' 



SIGNS, EXCEPT THOSE SYMBOLS, 
OF IT EVER HAVING BEEN INHAB- 4 
ITED. BUT I'LL BET MY NEW X-RAY 
UNIT THAT IF ANYTHING WAS 
RIED ON THE HILL, IT WAS 




His efforts were rewarded / 

HE FOUND A STRANGE SKELETON / 
BUT WHAT WERE THOSE STRANOE 
SOUNDS-- WAS HE DREAMING ? 



ASTI-HOTEP? 
WHY...THAT'S 
THE NAME OF 
AN ENCHANTED 
SORCERESS 




Upset as i was by what i thought was 
awierd hallucination of ghosts warn- 
ing me away from the skeleton, i 
unearthed i t and retu rned home in 

GREAT GLEE.j UAPTHa '/! 



THE FOLLOWING DAYS WERE MORE THAN PLEASANT. 
NIGHT AFTER NIGHT I WORKED AWAY AT MY RECONSTRUC- 
TION OF THE SKELETON I HAD FOUND. 




At last i 
completed my 
rearticulation 

of my find 

still puzzled 
as to its true 
origin. then, 
one night, while 
studying a book 
on the pre- 
historic skeletal 
remains of man, 
the next event 
that leo vp to 
my article took 

PLACE. 



' ... I UNDERSTAND.'YOU'RE 
THE MANAGER OF THE KIT 
KAT KLUB AND CARL JUD- 

SON FELL ON THE DANCE 

FLOOR AND CUT HIS HAND. 

HE'LL BE RIGHT OVER. 

BUT I'M TO SEND THIS 

BILL TO YOU. RIGHT? 



THAT HAREM 
SCAREM CARL 
JUDSON AGAIN/ 
IF THAT YOUNG 
MAN HAD A LOT 
LESS SPENDING 
MONEY ANDA 
LITTLE MORE 
SENSE, HE'D BE 
BETTER OFF. 



W'THIN A FEW MINUTES CARL HUD- 
SON, EAST SUDBUR/S playboy, 
ARRIVED ACCOMPANIED BY FRIENDS 
WHO WERE ALL STILL IN THE GAY 
MOOD OF THE KIT KAT KLUB. I 
QUICKLY CLEANED ANO BANDAGED THE 
YOUNG MAN'S SUPERFICIAL^ HURTS,.. . 



HEY.GANGfCOMEUP 
HERE AND SEE WHAT'S 
IN THE DOC'S OFFICE.' 
A REAL SPOOK.' 



PLEASE.MR. 
JUDSON.' 

DON'T ^ 
TOUCH THE 
SKELETON.' 




As OUICKLY AS POSSIBLE I SHOOED THE INEBRIATED 
WEALTHY PL AYBOY AND HIS GIGG LING FRIENDS OUT OF MY 

J THANKS, DOC, FOR 



OFFICE 



...Later i learned from young 
judson that he had more than taken 
advantage of my good nature . . . 



THAT'S RIGHT, DOC. JUST A SKELETON. 
BUT I WANT A HUNK OF IT SO I CAN "fl 
SCARE ALL THE Gl RLS WHEN WE GET BACK 
TO THE KIT KAT KLUB. OUGHT TO BE 
GOOD FOR A FLOCK OF LAUGHS. 




WHAT ARE YOU DOING, V AWH— IT"SOKAY. 
CARL? YOU'RE TIGHT. I THE DOC'S A GOOD 
YOU'LL GET YOURSELF/ OLD BOY. BESIDES 
IN TROUBLE. ^^^HE'LL NEVER KNOW 
AND IF HE DOES FIND 
OUT AND GETS MAD,l'LL 
JUST SLIP HIM A BUCK OR 



' 



TWO. 



. . .Within twenty four hours of his heedless 
silly prank, carl judson was back in my office, 
this time.however.it was not to have a few m inor 

Jl'MGLAOT" COME 
OWWW? MY HAND— J WE CAUGHT YOU (RIGHT INTO 
MY FINGER HURTS / IN, DOCTOR LUTHER.V INTO MY 
SOMETHING .^CARL IS IN TERRIBLE I OFFICE. 




I've never seen an 
infection quite like 
this. i hate to say 
it, 8ut i'll have to 
amputate thefin6er 
if we are to save 



DOCTOR 



LUTHER, j 
ARE YOU < 

SURE? YOU \ 

MUST SAVE I 

IIS HAND? / 





...An HOUR LATER, MYOHASTLY TASK WAS COM- 
PLETED. AS JUDSON AND HIS PARENTS WERE 
LEAVING, THE PLAYBOY SUDDENLY TURNED AND 
HANDED ME THE BONES HE HAD STOLEN... 




STRANGE... BUT THIS FINGER THAT 
JUDSON TOOK FROM THE SKELETON IS 
THE EXACT SAME ONE THAT HE JUST 
LOST. HUMMM? STRANGE, BUT NOT ONE 
HALF AS STRANGE AS THE SUDDEN 
INFECTION IN THAT PAMPERED, OVER- 
INDULGED BOY'S FINGER. 




..Within a few days, however, i had forgotten the 
unusual coincidence. of course, i returned the finger 
bones to their rightful place on my ancient skeleton. 




...Just then my front door bell sounded, 
somehow it seemed an qmmino us sound in 

MY HUGE OLD BARN OF A HOUSE. ] N0T A j aTl'.' 
COME IN SHERIFF. 
I HOPE THIS ISN'T 
A PROFESSIONAL 
CALL...FOR EITHER, 
ONE OF US. 




...THE SHERIFF'S VISIT SET IN MOTION THE NEXT STEP 
TOWARD THE ARTICLE TH AT YOU GENT LEMEN SO 
VIOLENTLY OBJECT TQ...l HFARn Ynll 



DUG UP AN INDIAN SKELETON, DOC. I'VE j 
GOT A FAVOR TO ASK . £D LIKE TO 
BORROW IT'S LOWER RIGHT LEG BONES 
TO USE IN A DEMON STATION BEFORE 
THE CORONER'S JURY TOMORROW, 
MORNING. 







...Strange and perverse at times are the actions 
of machines, the creations of man- before my hor- 
rified EYES THE CRANK LASHED BACKWARD THROWING 
THE SHERIFF TO THE GROUND. THEN, THE VEHICLE PON- 
DEROUSLY ROLLED FORWARD OVER HIM. 






*6et the sheriff's wife 
on the telephone. i've 
got to talk to her. his 
leg is so badly mangled 
I'm going to have 
to amputate.' 




.-It was well after midnight before z completed 
my bh1zz ly task and the sheriff was restinb com- 
fortably.! srranq e ...the sheriff's smashed leo was 



HIS LOWER RIGHT LE6 AND HE BORROWED THE LOWER 
RIGHT LEG . FIRST JUDSON.. . NOW THE SHERIFF. I 

N WONDER? THERE ARE SO MANY THINGS THAT EVEN 
TODAY'S ADVANCEO SCIENCE DOESN'T UNDERSTAND. 




...Early the next morning zoROvsovt* 
to nearby lowlands university which 
has a world famous occult library, 
z needed knowledge... know hoqe mot 

CONTAINED IN MEDICAL BOOKS. t rui-H"" 



RIGHT. X NEED BOOKS ON PSYCHIC MtiDUt, 

OF THE OEAD, FOR INSTANCE- COULD 
AN INANIMATE OBJECT, SAY A BONE, 
POSSESS IN SOME SUPERNATURAL 
MANNER THE ABILITY TO TAKE A 
'ENGENCE? 




...Late into that night i studied the rare 
books z had borrowed from the university 



LIBRARY OF THE OCCULTJ UNBELIEVABLE.' 
PARACELSUS WRITING IN 1513, STATES THAT THERE 
WAS A WORLO RULING RACE PRIOR TO MANKIND. 
AN EVIL RACE WHOSE RESIDUAL BONES HAD 
STRANGE POWERS OVER DISTURBERS. 



THAT'S ABOUT ALL, GENTLEMEN. THE ACCI- 
DENTS OF JUDSON AND THE SHERIFF TRANS- 
CEND COINCIDENCE. THE SKELETON MUST 
HAVE CAUSED THEM. AND, AS FOR MY 8TATC- 
|V MENT THAT THERE WAS AN OLDER RACE... 
HERE IS MY PROOF f 





...Then, before the horrified baze 
of the medical board, poor doctor 
luther screamed once, clutched his 
throa t, and fell lifeless to the 

FLOOR.; mqMFrk V first" JUDSON. "^ 




SO...THE DOCTOR 
FINALLY VINDICATED 
HIMSELF AND PROVED 
THE THEORIES CON- 
TAINED IN HIS CONTRO 
VERSIAL ARTICAL 
CORRECT... PROVED 
THEM WITH HIS NECK, 
HIS LIFE. AS FOR THE 
SKELETON...THE NEXT 
DAY THE MEMBERS OF 
THE BOARD ORDERED 
IT REBURIED IN A 
SEALED VAULT IN THE 
CAVE FROM WHENCE 
IT CAME. 




The 97 Pound 
Weakling 

Who Became "The World's Most 
Perfectly Developed Man" 

mrovethatYoiMo^ 
can be a NEW MAIT 



I KNOW, myself, what it means to have the kind of body 
that people pity! Of course, you wouldn't know it to 
look at me now, but I was once a skinny weakling who 
weighed only 97 lbs.! I was ashamed to strip for sports or 
undress for a swim. I was such a poor specimen of physical 
development that I was constantly self-conscious and em- 
barrassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE. 

Then I discovered "Dynamic Tension." It gave me a body 
that won for me the title "World's Most Perfectly Developed 
Man." 

When I say I can make you over into a man of giant power 
and energy, I know what I'm talking about. I've seen my new 
system. Dynamic Tension" transform hundreds of weak 
puny men into Atlas Champions. 

Only 15 Minutes a Day 

Do you want big, broad shoulders — a fine, powerful chest- 
biceps like steel — arms and legs rippling with muscular 
strength— a stomach ridged with bands of sinewy muscle — and 
a build you can be proud of? Then just give me the opportunity 
to prove that "Dynamic Tension" is what you need. 

No "ifs," and "ands," or "maybes." Just tell me where you want 
handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and flabby? Or skinny and 
gawky? Are you short-winded, pepless? Do you hold back and let 
others walk off with the prettiest girls, best jobs, etc.? Then write for 
details about "Dynamic Tension" and learn how I can make you a 
healthy, confident, powerful HE-MAN. 

"Dynamic Tension" is an entirely NATURAL method. Only 15 min- 
utes of your spare time daily is enough to show amazing results— and 
it s actually fun. "Dynamic Tension" does the work. 




CHARLES ATLAS 

Holder of Title, 

"Tli« World'i Most 

Perfectly Developed 

Man." 



Send for FREE BOOK l 

Mail the coupon right now for full details 
and I'll send you my illustrated book, "Ever- 
lasting Health and Strength." Tells all about 
ray "Dynamic Tension" 
method. Shows actual 
I.hotos of men I've made 
into Atlas Champions. It's 
a valuable book! And it's 
FREE. Send for your copy 
today. Mail the coupon to 
me personally : CHARLES 
ATLAS, Dept294o, 115 
East 23rd Street, New ' 
York 10. N. Y. 




CHARLES ATLAS 

r>«pl. J94G, 115 Eat) 23rd Slr..l 
HUw York 10, N. V. 

1 want the proof th«t your system of "Dynamic Tension" will 
help make a New Man of me - give me a healthy. husky body 
and big muscular development Send me your free book. "Ever- 
lasting Health and Strength." 



Name 



1 Please print or write plainly I 



-Age. 



Address. 



City- 



Zone No. 
— (if any) State. 




Learn this Quick, Easy Way 

OVERCOME ANY ENEMY — NO MATTER HOW 8IG HE IS. OR HOW SMALL YOU ARE! 




ERE'S every science of self-defense and lethal attack, wrapped up into one 
red-blooded package. This new fast-moving system will make you tough — 
or it doesn't cost you a cent. You don't need muscles! You don't have to 
be big! You just hove to know how! 

In every dynamite-pocked page^e.perts teach you through pictures and 
stories. 'How you con K.O. your enemy with one clean scientific wallop] 
How to 'master him with punlshinq. bruising, wrestling holdsl How to use 
his strength to destroy himself through deadly Jiu-Jltsu. 
Never oqoin cringe or shy oway from a scrap. Imagine the wonderful 
confidence when you know that you're nobody s slave, that nobody can 
push you oround. Think ot the respect others will hove for you, the satety 
they'll feel being with you. when they find out whot a rough, tough, 
scrapping, deadly-efficient hellion you can be. , 

You learn quickly and easily through our amaiing new ■'slow-motion 
picture" method. You learn every stance, every hold, every grip as 
portrayed by our c.ports. It's just Ilka getting personal instruction in 
your own home. And what's more, you don't pay the price of 
personal instruction. The experts who prepared these instructions want 
every red-blooded American to know how to defend himself. They wont 
to moke a "bio man" ot every smoll one. So the price of these books 
was mode so low that everyone could afford to own them. Yes. you can t 
attord to be without them. 

We want you to have all three books. We wont you to be able to defend 
yourself ogoinst any attacker, no matter how he fights. Therefore, we II 
send you all 3 books for the price of only 2. 

SEND NO MONEY— RUSH COUPON NOW! 

Make us prove our claims. Send no money, unless you prefer. When the 
- deposit only $1.00 plus postage 



postmon 'delivers your package, deposit only SI. 00 p.— 
C.O.D. charges. You must be completely convinced after fiv 
return the books and your money will be refunded. 
Don't wait until trouble strikes 
Prepare NOW. 



_.,d 
days, or 



lit until trouble itriket. ^- •« 

NOW. d^^" 

A . A # # 8 

DYlL ff> Dept.c-40 

pb " a^ F Rush me a copy of 
I ^W n Jlu-Jitsu — SOc 



PICKWICK CO. 

Box 463, Times Sq. Sta. 

40 7 New York 18, N. Y. 



Q Scientific Bo.lng — 50c 
Wrestllno— -50c 

I It you check two books, we will send you the third without 
additional charge! - 
Enclosed find S Please send the books all charges 



prepaid. 

Send C.O.D. I will pay on deli. 

•ges. INo C.O.D. for less tho 



sry. plus postage 
SI. 001. 



nd COD. 



PICKWICK CO. 8o< 463. Times Sq. Sta.. New York 1-8 



ZONE STATE 

II li undeilHld Ihol il I em nol tntilfied I ion Mam In. book. «ilnm 
S da.', fni imm.iliel. i.fund at lull gujcha*. price. 



